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and rain beat upon me, always expecting a call to pull my rope.
The man with one eye steered; old M'Donald, and Co] and his servant, lay upon the fore-castle, looking sharp out for the harbour. It was necessary to carry much cloth, as they termed it, that is to say, much sail, in order to keep the vessel off the shore of Col. This made violent plunging in a rough sea. At last they spied the harbour of Lochiern, and Col cried, 'Thank GOD, we are safe!' We ran up till we were opposite to it, and soon afterwards we got into it, and cast anchor.
Dr. Johnson had all this time been quiet and unconcerned. He had lain down on one of the beds, and having got free from sickness, was satisfied. The truth is, he knew nothing of the danger we were in1: but, fearless and unconcerned, might have said, in the words which he has chosen for the motto to his Rambler,
' Quo me cunque rapit tempestas, cleferor hospesV
Once, during the doubtful consultations, he asked whither we were going; and upon being told that it was not certain whether to Mull or Col, he cried, 'Col for my money!' I now went down, with Col and Mr. Simpson, to visit him.
1 'After having been detained by storms many days at Sky we left it, as we thought, with a fair \vind ; but a violent gust, which Bos had a great mind to call a tempest, forced us into Col.' Piozsi Letters, \. 167. 'The wind blew against us in a short time with such violence, that we, being no seasoned sailors, were willing to call it a tempest... The master knew not well whither to go; and our difficulties might, perhaps, have filled a very pathctick page, had not Mr. Maclean of Col . . . piloted us safe into his own harbour." Johnson's Works, ix. 117. Sir Walter Scott says, ' Their risque, in a sea full of islands, was very considerable. Indeed, the whole expedition was highly perilous, considering the season of the year, the precarious chance of getting sea-worthy boats, and the ignorance of the I-Iebrideans, who, notwithstanding the opportunities, I may say the necessities, of their situation, are very careless and unskilful sailors.' Crokcr's Boswell, p. 362.
5 For as the tempest drives, I shape my way. FRANCIS. [Horace, Epistles, i. i. T 5.] BOSWELL.
He life. Memoirs of Dr. Bnrney, i. 278. He died on Nov. 17 of this year. See ante, i. 293, and ii. 284.
